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On the Long Expected 


OF THE 


PRINCE 


June the 1 0* MDCLXXXVII 


'Tis one of Exglands Choiſeſt Rarities. 


Yea, put it on & ecord, in Rebrick bright. 
Some Winged Arge! Write it in the Air, 


That with Great Conſtantine we may Read it there : 


And, Iz hoc ſizno vince, may agree - 
To F AMES the Second's Vigorous Monarchy. 

How came this Kzowz before ? Who gave the Sign! 
A Birth Foretold is ſomething of Divize. 
Royzliſts ſtrangely agreed in the lame Note 3 
A PRINCE, the Subjett of Prophetick Yore. 

Where is the good Lord Shaftsbury to be found ? 
That Po/zzick MOLE works not ſtill under ground. 


i " Avant, foul Fiezd! with thy Diſtini#ion ; 


Wy'have now an Heir APPARENT to the Crows. 
Who's chat who Hangs the Head ? Fanatick Vile ; 
No Gentleman doth Frown, when Heaven doth Smile. 
God Bl:f#h, and the Wretch doth Curſe. Oh ſee! 
The Baetul Bent of Nonconformity. 
Saint Paul exprelly bids for Princes Pray ; 
That ſnells too Rank of Liturgy, lay they. 
 DreaJSir! the World Rejoyced at Thy Throze ; 
Now Eeav'nit ſelf doth ſend to Greer Thy Crown. 
For True Devotion never Lives by Lols:; 
The Crows will F;x there, wherethey own the Croſs- 
Pcor Miſcreant | Why doſt thou Labour thus, 
Whiſper the BIR T H Suppoſitious ? 
Maugre your Wagers, Shams, and Stories wild, 
The CUSHION's Tranſubſtantiate to a Child. 
And thou Fair Of-Sez, that I may Divine, 
Aſfiſted with Heavens Suffrage, mayft Thou Shine 


© To future Ages, whilſt Thou doſt Inherit 
Thy Royal Sires Tres Grad Undaunted Spirit : 
To Advance this Britiſh Ile, that It may ſee 


It owes Its Grandure to Saint George, and Thee. 

To Chequeth' Encroaching LYON, make him know 
His Station 15, as 1s his Country, Low. 

To make our.Exgliſh Ships in the Worlds Eyes, 
Veſſels of Fame, as well as Merchandiſe. 

That th? Scot may ceaſe at laſt in Publick Pray'r, 
Canting Extempore, to beat the Air. 
But for Religions Credit, He may come, 
Unite to England and to C roendone 
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Reach me a Phenix Quill, that I May Write, 


[- 


BEING 


TRINITY S UNDAY. 


Prince of Wales ! Where? Oh where? Bleſs your Eyes, 


| 


Leſs, we cannot ſuppoſe, the very Day 


- When Thou Salutedſt us doth loudly Ge 


Such Leſſons. — The Eaſtern Sages Thi haſt Out-done, 
They came to Pay their Duties to the SON, 
Thou com'ſt to Werſhip th' Undivided Three, 
The ever Bleſs'd Myſterious TRINITY. 

And now moſt Auguſt Sovereign! Own Thy Jon, 
Prepare Him Title and Dominion. 
The Loyal Britains are in haſte we ſee, 
To Pay this Infant Homage on their Kee, 
The very Mountains Dance in Jolly Mirth, 
Tranſported with their Conſiz Prince His Birth. 

The 1rifb Harp hath heard, and doth deſire, 


A gladſom Conſort with the Britiſþ Lyre. 
The Frolicls J#7-v. -s arc May, aud Wanron All, 


Fancying the Next will be their Admiral. 


What ſays the Royal Mother ? Let Her come 
To Greet Her Fruit of Prayers, and Her Womb ; 
When in Her Bleſt Exploy, She hath Ador'd 
TH' Author of Fruztfulneſs, Her Gracious Lord, 
She finds Her Innocent Dzverſion, 

With the ſame Lzp to Bleſs, and K;ſs Her Soy. 

Oh may It grow, and like the Exzliſh Air 
Perk up Its Head, and ſpread Its Root ſo Fair, 
That henceforth Britains Crown, if Heav'n ſo pleaſe, 
May nt Jraggle into Forreign Families. 

And crofling Natures Firſt and Great Intent, 
Make us to be half 1/e, half Continent. 
Italy likes the Engliſb-Men, they ſay, 
When thus Oblidg'd, let's Study to Repay ; 
But this a Preſent is fo near Immerſe, 
That 41bio» can never Recompenſe. 
No, though She turns that A# which Guards Her Shore, 
Rocks into Gems, and Quickſands into Ore. 
The Garden of the World Italy is, 
It muſt be So, which ſends ſuch Fruit as This ! 

What do I further Strive ? all Perſe is Dry, 
There is a Nobler, Juicyer Poetry ! 

Reach mea Flask from yon pure Florence Vine : 
After ſuch Fruit, tis fit we ſhould have Wize, 

To Drink a Florid Health to the Great Sire, 

His Royal Conſort, and Their Hopeful Heir ! 
Drink with a Hears wherein the Kzzg may ſee, 
If open'd, Writ Long Live His Pateſy. 


——— 


LOL 


